A   B R ASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   L A N D
positive. Men in battle see fairies-and devils. He
is found in Germany through the Geneva organisa-
tion, much to my surprise* His people write me an
indignant letter asking me what I meant by saying he
is dead! The war has made men's minds distorted, 1
send a postcard back:'Why not count your blessings?1
The battalion is now formed up lying down on the
road, They are enfiladed from Thiepval village
while field guns open on them from the front. They
can't stay here Where is Colonel Bernard? I walk
over to find out, I find a few men of the loth, and
attach them to the right of my line. 1 blow shrill
whistle calls and signal the advance. They go on
their last journey. 'Bunny' (mentioned in Chapter
I), now a captain, conies up to me. He has lost his
way. I set him on his path. Later he dies at the head
of his company, And what of the dead and wounded?
This spirited dash across no man's land, carried out
as if on parade, has cost us some fifty dead and
seventy disabled. The dead no longer count. War
has no use for dead men. With luck they will be
buried later; the wounded try to crawl back to our
lines. Some are hit again in so doing$ but the major-
ity lie out all day, sun-baked, parched^ uncared for,
often delirious and at any rate in great paina My
immediate duty is to look after the situation and
not bother about wounded men. I send a message
to brigade and move to my battle headquarters
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